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t's Christmas time and there’s no need to be 
afraid! Least not when The Real Ghostbusters are 
here, to fill you all with yuletide cheer. On this 
festive cover you may have found some scary 
spooks that are hidden around. Ghostly tempers 
fierce and fiery, all in Winston’s Xmas Diary! 

A ghost haunts Spengler in festive apparel, find 
out why in Egon’s Christmas Carol! While you’re 
enjoying Christmas all safe, snug and warm, 
Slimer’s wreaking havoc in Part Two of Holiday 
Storm! 

Apart from the regular favourites, there’s some 
extra Christmas features: a gunky Slimer maze and 
all those hidden creatures. Count up _ those 
ghoulies as many as you can see, find out if you're 
right on page twenty-three! 
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HEY, EGON / COULD you} Nd e eres ie GOT 
GIVE a on HAN? WITH TIME FO 
hae CHIEISTMAS. 


aiid 


£73 THE NIGHT BEFORE }) 
CHRISTMAS, A 
EVERYONE TS FULL OF 
THE TOYOUS CHRISTMAS 
SFT... | 


NOT NOW, RAY. I'vE JUST 
FOUND A SPECIMEN OF THE 
RARE HUMBOLO'S £UNG/ 


GROWING ON CHEDDA 
THE FRIDGE. 


|THE CHANCE TO STUDY OH, AND COULD 
UUMBOLO'S FUNGUS YOU TELL THE 
COMES ROUND ONCE 
IN FIFTY YEARS. 4 SINGERS 10 
KEEP THE 


HROOM 
CHRISTMAS? WEEE DY. 


Story DAN ABNETT @ Art BRIAN WILLIAMSON STEPHEN BASKERVILLE LESLEY DALTON @ Lettering GLIB Qcolouring STUART PLACE 


3 


NEVER MIND. 
MUST FINISH IT. 
LHAV NOTHING 
SPECIAL TO VO 
TOMORROW 
ANYWAY... 


EGON... EGON 
SPENGLER... 
WQ000000. 


SYAWN/< REALLY THIS 
IS TOO BAD. EVEN 
SLANTIMANN'S com- 
PLETE MUSHROOMS 
HASN'T GOT THE IN- 
FORMATION I 
NEED. I'LL BE UP 
ALL NIGHT IE I 
HAVE TO SPECTEO- 
a | ANALYSE HUM- 
eas BOLO'S FUNGI 
BY HAND. 


? MY WORD! 


I VON'T HAVE TO KNOCK. 

LI CAN TALK’ L_ AM THE 
YULETICE SPIleIT, THE 
GHOST OF CHRISTMAS 
PRESENTS. L'M HERE 
TO. SHOW _YOU THE 

FOLLY OF IGNORING 
THE SEASON OF 
GOOPWILL... 


‘| WHAT ARE YOU, SPIRIT? 
WHAT IS YOUR PURPOSE? 
DO NOT BE ALAEMED IF 
I TAKE SOME READINGS 
OF YOU. ECTO- CALI- 
BRATIONS, SPECTRO- 
SCANS, JUST FIND OUT 
WHAT YOU ARE. 


&) - 


ARE YOU 
LISTENING 
TO ME? 


ANP TWICE 


EE TEE 
you. I 
M... 


FASCINATING. ITS SPENGLER! PUT DPEAC RIGHT. I'M HERE 

REGISTERING OVER THAT DOWN ANP TO SHOW YOU THAT You 

NINETY CYCLES ON LISTEN TO ME TAKE LIFE 700 

THE ECTO- SPEC- FORA 7 SERIOUSLY. YOU NEVER 
TEOMETER. ! RELAX, OR ENJOY YOUR- 

SELF, OR TAKE TIME 
OFF WITH YOUR 
IS THERE FRIENDS. 


WILL THIS TAKE LONG? 
I BELIEVE 7| |cVEGOTA MASSIVELY 
IT WANTS TO” CRUCIAL SPORE I MUST 
COMMUNICATE. | | GET BACK TO. E 


FOR GOODNESS \f ‘NOT YET, MOTHER,| | THERE! AMAZING! 


SAKE, BEHOLD/ GON THERE ARE SOME | | WHAT DID A FULLY 
BEHOLD THE WONDERFU YOU THINK 
CHRISTMASSES & Oe THAT? ieee 


WHY ME? WHY DO IT GET 


ON THE CONTRARY, L THIS 1S PARTICULARLY 
THE LOUSY JOBS EACH LINDERS TAND PERFECTLY. J} | TRUE NOW AT CHRISTMAS 
CURIGIMAS © HE —_ TIME, WHEN GENEROSITY 


DOESN'T UNDERSTAND 
ANYTHING L'M TRYING 
i TO EXPLAIN TO HIM. 


L YOU ARE 
ATTEMPTING TO 


AND GOODWILL SHOULD 
BE FLOWING THROUGH 
ME ANP I SHOULD SET 
ASIDE MY WORK FOR 
THE HOLIDAY PERIOD 
AND_JOIN MY FRIENDS 
IN CELEBRATION. ¢ 


ING AND TOO LITTLE 
TIME RELAXING. 


: Me 


IT DOES YOU 
GOOP TO Hav 


LIGHTEN UP. 
WHAT DO YO 
SAY? 


SENTS, LAUGHING, RELAx- J 


| | ING... NOT WORKING. 


MERRY CHRISTMAS/ 
MERELY CHRISTMAS, 
EVERYBODY! 


W/ MERRY 
Pel CHRISTMAS, 


BOON! 


PETER, IF THE GHOST OF 

CHRISTMAS SPIRIT APPEARED } 

TO EGON, HE'D PROBABLY 
BUST IT! 


MERRY CHRISTMAS, 
EVERYBODY... 


Christmas comes but once a 
year, but here it is again, and 


it's time for me to round upa | 


batch of Christmas related 
topics to deal with in the 
Guide. 


Holly and Ivy 

Ivy Treeks of Winnipeg wants 
to know if holly had any 
particular symbolism before 
it became a token of the 
festive period. Well, Ivy, 
though the ancient Erudlians 
did not of course celebrate 
Christmas, they did use holly 
during their annual Feast of 
‘Erudlia, as a totem against 
the influence of evil spirits. In 
the old texts, it was said that 
a sprig of holly under your 
pillow on the night of the 
feast would keep away all 
demons and _ sprites. This 
practise was eventually given 
up in the reign of Queen 
Liquorice the Stick who was 
reported as saying ‘Well, it 
might keep the pixies away, 
but all in all it’s a pain in the 
neck’. 


Christmas Carols 
Carol Singer of Dunstable 
writes to me to tell of the 
phantom that haunts the 
choir of her local church, St 
Denzels in the Way. Legend 
says it is the ghost of a past 
| vicar of the parish who had a 
" little too much figgy pud- 
ding and passed away during 
a particularly rumbustious 
chorus of ‘Hark the Herald 
Angels’. The haunting appa- 
rently involves such manifes- 
tations as a frail, unearthly 
voice that joins in on the 


crackers that people may 
discover, telling me that we 
should be on the look out for 
mottos that make no sense 
and aren't funny. So how will 
we tell the difference? 


On this day in History. . . 

Many momentous things 
have been achieved on or 
around Christmas — here's a 
short list of the most not- 
able: Christmas 1807 — Gur- 
ney Swalk patents the first 
Ghostproof breadbin, descri- 
bed at the time as a ‘major 
breakthrough in the field of 


A q (in 1 3 | bakery preservation.’ Christ- 
| OF | mas 1042 — Good King Weld- 


‘hosannas’,- a floating has- 
sock that wobbles down the 
aisle, splashes in the font, 
circles the nave twice, drip- 
ping, and finally slides down 
the vestry door to the floor, 
and bizarre burping noises in 
the organ loft. Don't worry 
about it, Carol, unless it’s 
really bothering anybody. 
Just a perfectly normal pol- 
tergeist. 


Crackers 

The Zappy Cracker Co of 
Toledo wrote to me asking if 
| could pass on a warning 
about a problem with some 
of this year’s batch of crack- 
ers. Zappy Co, who also print 
a variety of Occult literature 
during the off-season, tell 
me that this year, some 
Voorish spells and incanta- 
tions got printed on their 
cracker mottos instead of the 
usual jokes. They say they'll 
happily refund any faulty 


ingtorch looked out, 
thought about having the 
forest fence painted and 
then wrote the now crucial 
treatise What | Know About 
Ghosts ona matchbox. 1620 — 
Watt Dowelrod performs a 
sell-out concert at Hampton 
Court, several years after his 
death. Christmas 371 — 
Roman Emperor Julian Sei- 
zure saw the ghost of his old 
friend Scissoro the night 
before the Battle of Staines, 
warning him to place a sack 
over his head, a fish in each 
ear and go into battle wav- 
ing a courgette or suffer a 
dreadful fate. History, of 
course, records Julian’s awful 
demise after ignoring his 
friend's advice. 

Well, I'm out of space. Have a 
good Christmas and remem- 
ber, peaceon Earth and good 
will to all men, and don't call 
us out over the holiday 
unless it’s absolutely neces- 
sary. 
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POOR OLD 
SLIMER HAS 
FALLEN 
a ASLEEP. 


: X.Y, 
Ra * 


PERHAPS ONE OF Us 
SHOULD DRESS UP AS 
FATHER CHRISTMAS...HUH 7 


CALL ME A SENTIMENTAL 
OLD FLUFF, BUT MAY I 


VF you're Lucky 
I DON'T ASK FOR 
THE WHOLE 


Bl ‘ATSA NO WAY TO 
4 SC(WINNA THE 
A DAMES. 


SSS SSN 
N MEANWHILE IN 


? ANOTHER ROOM... 
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I DON'T BELIEVE IN 
NO SANITY CLAUS! 


WHAT WAS 
THAT ? 


FREEDONIA! 
FREEDONIA! 


THIS CLAUS \ J f7 LAND OF THE 
S HISTORY! , saeed AND 


OH NO! SLIMER'S 
SLIMED THE REAL 
SANTA! ( 


Loe ipeaeng + 


SL IMEY SANTA, THE REAL SANTA AND THE ¥& 
S NO PREZZY REAL GHOSTBUSTERS -— | 
' (T'S GONNA BEA GOOD ONE! }8 

Pree. 


Ss — <> 


“SLIMER WANTS 7O 
GET TO THE BOTTOM 
OF THE CHIMNEY 
STACK IN ORDER TO 
FING. WHAT PRESENTS 
‘SANTA HAS. ie 
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Monday, 24th December 1990 
This is something of a first which I’m 


‘pleased to be recording here in the pages 


of my trusty faithful diary — Peter has had 
a good idea. Ray and | had been 
complaining about what a drag it was to 
he working over Christmas and Peter said 
‘Let’s take Christmas off’. Then Peter said 
‘and what's more, let's have a Christmas 
party and invite everyone we know.’ 

It was so simple, it was brilliant. Egon 
was. pretty much against it at first, 
pointing out that while we may want to 
take Christmas off, the various inhabitants 
of the Supercosmos might not be so keen 
to observe the International time of 
Goodwill and Peace and give it a rest, 
whereupon Peter had his second good 
idea. ‘Ghosts only pop up over Christmas 
because they feel left out,’ he explained. 
‘They wouldn't give us any trouble if they 
were having a good time too. . .’ 

Of course, it wasn’t easy getting it 
sorted out. We ran adverts in Psychic 
American, Practical Paranormalogist and 
Haunting Today, and we circulated a 
handbill around all the psychics and 
clairvoyants in the East Coast area, 
encouraging them to read it out during 
the course of any seances they were 
conducting in the run-up to Christmas — 
you know the sort of thing ‘Is there 
anybody there? And if there is, get a 
pencil and take this down. . 

We were nervous, I'll tell you that. This 
kind of thing takes a lot of planning and 
there's a huge potential for disaster. But 
at seven thirty on Christmas Eve, there was 
the first knock on the door. It was Dana, 
Louis Tully, Ray's sister from out of town, 
and nine delegates from the Hackensack 
Psychic Research convention and some of 
Peter's old students from Weaver Hall. In 
the next half an hour another fifty or so 
guests showed up, including the Mayor 
and Bob Sopwith, the first man to run for 
Congress on a Paranormal ticket, plus a 
bus load of scientists from the Vondahuck 
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Institute. By nine o'clock, we had about a 
hundred and fifty people partying down 
in HQ, and Ray and | popped out to 
pick up supplies of cherry crush and a 
load of West Piers from the Pizzeria. 


On our return, we saw that HQ, as well 
as being strung about with glittering fairy 


lights and holly wreaths, was... glowing 
with incandescent blue light. Music pulsed 
from within. The party was clearly now in 
full swing. 

“Looking good,” mused Ray as we 
carried the pizzas in from the car. 

“There had better be some ecto-punch 
left.” | replied, and we pushed open the 
doors and went into the deafening roar of 
the Ghostbusters’ Christmas Party. 

A huge shape loomed up over us 
through the flashing disco lights and 
dancing figures, a huge, bulbous shape 
that swayed to the rhythm and smelled 
faintly of Marshmallow. 

‘Hi!’ | ventured, nervously. 

‘Hi, yourself!’ replied Gozer in booming 
tones, a massive smile beaming across his 
vast, white face. ‘You boys sure know how 
to throw a party. It was great of you to 
invite me too. It’s nice to think that we can 
let bygones be bygones at a time like this. 
Goodwill to all Men and Demons, eh?’ 


‘Sure!’ said Ray, giving me a sidelong 
wink of amazement. ‘Do you want some 
pizza? It’s fresh from the shop!’ 

‘West Pier Pizza?’ asked Gozer. ‘Hey, 
does Nekkdasgeddon wear a lot of shoes? 
Course | do!’ 

‘Say,’ the Destroyer of Worlds asked me, 
as he took a bite from the pizza, ‘I brought 
Zuul along too. Is that okay? She's 
promised not to do any dog tricks.’ 

‘That's fine,’ | told him. ‘Look you may 
want to take the pizza out of the box 
before you take another bite.’ 

The place was humming. It was the 
party of the year. In one corner, the 
Giggling Ghoul was entertaining some of 
the boys from Weaver Hall with his latest 
jokes, in another Watt Dowelrod was 
tuning up his lute ready for an impromptu 
‘set’ he’d volunteered to do later. Louis 
and Slimer were in the kitchen having a 
mince pie eating contest, much to the 
delight of the Mayor and the other guests. 
Egon was sat on the stairs, deep in 
conversation with a Yidammic Pit Fiend 
who was very keen to learn Egon’s 
mother’s recipe for brandy butter. Around 
the tree, a pack of Babblers were shrieking 
with laughter as they took it in turns to 
read out the jokes in the crackers. Ray had 
rigged up a whisk to the chain of 
Nekkdasgeddon’s tricycle, and the diminu- 
tive demon was busy mixing up gallon 
after gallon of punch in a massive bowl we 
later learned was a hub-cap from Jongraps 
the Bleak’s war-chariot. Peter was in the 
centre of the dance floor, ‘doing the 
lambada with the ghost of Salome. Janine 
was leading the Four Horsemen Of the 
Apocalypse and a whole string of Kolords 
in a conga. Frost sprites were making ice 
for the drinks. Gremlins were causing 
interesting effects with the fairy lights on 
the tree. ‘This is the wildest party I've ever 
been to!’ | was told by the ghost of Bernie 
‘Wildman’ Le Brix as he whirled past me 
on the end of the conga line. | later 
learned from Egon that Bernie ‘Wildman’ 


we 


Le Brix was a rock star who'd died in 1976, 
the official cause of death being recorded 
as ‘too many parties’. 

| was on my way to the door to let in 
some late arrivals when Peter bumped 
into me. ‘Is this great, or what?’ he asked 
me, ‘You should see the tricks the fire 
elemental can do with the plum puddings 
and the open fire.’ 

When | got to the door, | opened it to 
find a large knight in armour waiting 
outside. ‘Am | too late?’ asked the knight, 
squeaking up his visor. 

‘Not at all,’ | replied, letting him in. 

‘| know Jongraps,’ added the knight, ‘he 
said it would be okay for me to drop by.’ 

‘The more the merrier’ | said, where- 
upon, the knight turned round and cried 
‘Hey guys, the dude said it was okay to 
come in.’ 

Eleven more knights jostled in through 
the doorway to join the fun. ‘Who are you 
guys, anyway?’ 

‘lL,’ said the first knight, ‘am the knight 
before Christmas’. 

‘I'm the twelfth knight’ said the last one 
in. 

‘We're the ones in-between’ chorused 

the others. 
We sang ‘God rest you merry gentle- 
things’, we sang ‘Silent nightmare’ and we 
sang ‘While shepherds watched their 
flocks by night, all floating off the 
ground.’ Some spooks from the Green 
Slime Packers gave a wonderful exhibition 
of famous Numbly plays. We had a good 
time. 

At last it was time for everyone to be 
getting back. One by one, they headed for 
the door, said Good Night and Merry 
Christmas, thanked us and left. ‘Sure was 
good fun!’ said Ponquadragor, shaking 
hands with all four of us at once. ‘Let's do 
it again next year!’ 

Why not? Peace on Earth, and peace to 
all other dimensions of the Universe is 
what | say. 

Merry Christmas, diary. 
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LT HATE WeRKING 
OUTSIGE IN THIS WEATHER, 
BOT WE HAVE TO GOTO 


WELL, THERE 1S 
THIS ALTERNATIVE 
FUEL T'M WORKING 
ON. IT STILL NEEDS 

TESTING. 


Part Two: There’s a power 
cut! Santa Claus is lost! 
Can Egon and Slimer get a 
message to the North Pole 


NOW, SLIMER! Nm HELLO, HELLO! 
CRANK IT UP AND) Clg ‘ 


MRS. CLAUS, SANTAS 
AT THE COMMUNITY CENTZE, 
BUT ie & TERRIBLE 


TOW YOU 


Bi IT 
WAS STILL EXPERIMENTAL! 
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™ VIPES! IT'S NoT 
SAFE HERE ANYWAY! 
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IRs THE SOUND OF HOLIDBY 


SONGS REACHES HIM, SUMER 
REAUTZES EVERYONE LIKES 
THE CANDLELIGHT. 


LET ANYONE 
STEAL YOUk? 
COPY! 
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tea party was 
taking place 
at the home 
of Vice- 
Admiral — Sir 
George and Lady Tryon in 
London's fashionable 
Eaton Square. It was a 
large gathering and many 
of the capital's social 
elite were present. Sud- 
denly the cosy scene and 
amiable conversationwere 
shattered by a terrifying 
scream. It came from Lady 
Tryon. There she stood in 
horror as Sir George, fully 
attired in his admiral’s 
uniform, walked to the 
foot of the stairs and then 
disappeared through an 
open door This vision 
would not have been so 
bizarre had it not been 
for the fact that Sir 
George was at that very 
moment thousands of 
miles away in Tripoli. 
That day, June 22 1893, 
was to become notorious 
for one of the country’s 
worst naval disasters. It 
involved Britain's entire 
Mediterranean fleet — 
eight ironclad battleships 


# 

% 

Cn 
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2% } A 
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and five cruisers. The fleet 
was performing a routine 
exercise. Indeed Sir 
George's instructions 
were for the two col- 
umns, headed by the Vic- 
toria and the Camper- 
down, to move parallel to 
each other and then turn 
inwards and reverse their 
course. However, 
between the ships there 


was only a distance of 6 


cable lengths-about 4,500 
feet. This seemed danger- 
ously close, but when one 
officer suggested that 
perhaps eight lengths 
might be safer, Sir George 
remained strangely ada- 
mant. Thus, at a com- 
bined speed of 18 knots, 
the two lead ships were 
heading towards each 
other, set on a certain 
collision course — yet still 
Sir George gave no signal 
for the turn. 

Finally at the last 
moment he ordered the 
propellers into reverse. 
But it was too late; The 
Camberdown pierced the 
Victoria some 65 feet aft 


on the bow, starboard 


é 4 Qa ef 4 


side. : 

At this point disaster 
could still have been 
avoided had Sir George 
not compounded his first 
mistake with a second. 
Amid the roar of surging 
sea he cried for the Cam- 
berdown to go astern 
with both engines. The 


_ resulting devastation that 


followed was horrific; a 
massive wall of water 
surged against the Vic- 
toria, flooding the hyd- 
raulic system, ravaging 
the machinery and 
drowning the men trap- 
ped in their cabins. There 
was little chance of 
escape and those who 
braved the swirling mass 
of sea plunged to their 
death as they were killed 
by the angry churnings of 
the propellers. The survi- 
val figures were appall- 
ing. Of the original 642 
men on board only 284 


_survived Among the dead 


was Sir George who died 
where he stood on the 
Victoria's bridge as she 
slipped beneath — the 
waves. : 
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300 AND STILL KICKING! 
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ANSWEZ FLOM HQ: THEZE WEZE TEN MONSTERS! 


HO! HO! HO! 
HELLO, 
CHILDREN ! 


HAVE YOU 
ALL BEEN GOOD 
BOYS ANP 


THEN I'VE GOT 
LOTS OF SNACKS 
AND SWEETS FOR YOu 
TO BAT ! MERRY CHRISTMAS ! 


JEEPERS CREEPERS, KIDS! THAT GRUB 
WAS — BURP! - FABOROONEE ! THERE WAS 
LOLLIES AND BURGERS AND APPLES AND 
JELLY AND CHIPS AND MINCE PIES ! 


MERRY CHRISTMAS FROM BAMBOS 


